The chronicle Hi ft or y 
Before you hauc them. 

Enter a M eifengcr. 

MeJfMy Lorc5s,the Bnglifli lie within a hundred 
Paces of your Tent, 

Cow.VV ho hath meafured the ground ? 

Mejf, The Lord CJranpeere. 

Cen.K valiant man,an expert Gentletnan. 

Come,come away, 

The Sun is hie, and we weare out the day. Exit tmnes. 

Enter the King dijgttijidyo him Tift oil. 

Pift.Ke ve la ? 

King. A friend. 

Pift. Difcus vnto nic.art thou a gentleman ? 

Or art thou common,bafe, and popelcr ? 

King.No fir,I am a Gentleman of a Company. 
SP//?.Trailes thou the puiflant Pike ? 

King, Euen fo fir. What are you? 

Pi ft. As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 

King. O then thou art better then the King. 

Tift. The Kings a bago,and a hart ofgold, 

A lad of life,an impe of fame, 

Of parents good.of lift moft valiant : 

I kis his durty fhooe, and from my heart firings 
I lone the louely bully. What is thy name ? 

King. Harry le Roy. 

Pift.Le Pyoy, a Cornifh man j 
Art thou of Cornifh crew ? 

King.No fir, I am a Welchman. 

Pift i A Welchman ; knowft thou Flewellen { 

King. I fir,he is my kinfman. 

Pift. Art thou his friend ? 

King. I fir, 

Pift. Figa for thee then ; my name is Pift oil, 

Ktng.lt forts well with your fierceneflc. 




ejHenty the fift. 

Pift, Tift »U is my name. ^ x,t P™ 0 *- 

Enter Gower and Flewellen. 

6<wer.Captaine Flewellen. 

Flew.ln the name of Iefu fpeake lower. 

It is the greateft folly in the worell.when the ancient 
Prerogatiues of the wartes be not kept. 

I warrant y ou.ifyou lookc into the wars of the Romanes , 
You fiiall finde no tittle tactle.nor bibble babble there. 
But you {hall finde the cares, and the feares. 

And the ceremonies to be othetwife. 

<^<w.Why the enemy is loud : you heard him all night. 
Flew . Godes follud.if the enemy be an afie & a foole, 

A nd a prating cocks-combe,is it meet that we be alfo 
Afoolc, an d a prating cocks-combe. 

In your confidence now ? 

Gower.lle fpeake lower. 

Flew . I befeech you do, good Captaine Gower. 

Exit Gower and Flewellen. 
King. Though it appeare a little out of fafhiori, 

Yet there’s much care in this. 

Enter three Sortldicrs. 
l.Soul.ls not that the morning yonder ? 

%,SohI, I, we fee the beginning, 

Godknowes whether we fiiall lee the end or no. 

j.5fl«/.Wcll,I thinke the King could wifti himfelfe 
Vp to thenecke in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would he were, at all aduentures,and I with him. 
King . Now mafters good morrow,what cbeare i 
3 ,S««/.Ifaith fmall chcere fornc of vs is like to hauc. 

Ere this day to an end. 

King . Why fearc nothing man, the king is frolike. 
z.Soul.l he may be/orhehath no caufe as we. 

King . Nay fay not fo,he is a man as we are, 

The Violet finds to him as vnto vs j 
Therefore if he fee reafons,h« feares as we do, 

j uSotfl. 











